





~ On Saturday the snow that could be seen beyond the door when Guido 
entered consisted of confetti. Today there is a close-up of Guido’s entrance, 
and so the snow must be more lifelike. It is made from some kind of 
cottony powder that fills the nose and throat at every breath. When the 
camera starts, the gay saraband turns into a fiendish nightmare. 


August 21 Claudia is not in this sequence, although her 
presence would seem essential. But if she is not available? Then we use 
Barbara instead! It no longer matters that Claudia is the girl of Guido’s 
fantasies, of whom he says: “There is no doubt that she is my only hope,” 
and that Barbara (or, rather, Gloria) is only a friend’s girl friend who 
makes eyes at him for purely commercial reasons. This is one of the 
advantages of a film whose hero takes his wishes for fact: dreams have 
no logic. 

Guido has his bath in the big wine vat, still wearing his black hat. 
Above him Rossella contemplates the scene as she leans on the railing of 
the balcony and laughs: “Well, are you satisfied, King Solomon? You've 
finally got your harem. But tell me, aren’t you frightened?” 

“What is there to be afraid of? Don’t you see how well everything is 
going?” 

Edy Vessel, the starlet for whom Fellini was supposed to have written 
a special part, and who then seemed to have been overlooked, finally 
appears in this sequence. In the next shot, wearing a totally unlikely cos- 
tume, she comes out of one of the rooms on the balcony and asks Rossella 
to help her lift the trapdoor above the vat. Rossella looks at her in the 
manner of a woman who is ready for anything, but is still rather taken 
aback. Edy leans out over the vat: “Do you like this dress, Guido?” 

Then she withdraws with a great air of mystery. Rossella calls her back: 
“Who are you? What are you doing here?” 

“I don’t know. He said he would give me a part in the picture. But it 
seems all I have to do is keep changing my clothes.” 


August 22 = After his bath, Guido, wrapped in a big towel and 
lying in a hammocklike sheet, is borne off by his women. “Listen to that 


LO? 








